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book-keeper in a packet-boat on the Upper Seine.
At length, a head of a department in the Admiralty,
smitten by his handwriting, had employed him as a
copying-clerk; but the consciousness of a defective
education, with the intellectual needs engendered by
it, irritated his temper, and so he lived altogether
alone, without relatives, without a mistress. His
only distraction was to go out on Sunday to inspect
public works.

The earliest recollections of Bouvard carried him
back across the banks of the Loire into a farmyard.
A man who was his uncle had brought him to Paris
to teach him commerce. At his majority, he got a
few thousand francs. Then he took a wife, and
opened a confectioner's shop. Six months later his
wife disappeared, carrying off the cash-box. Friends,
good cheer, and above all, idleness, had speedily ac-
complished his ruin. But he was inspired by the
notion of utilising his beautiful chirography, and for the
past twelve years he had clung to the same post in the
establishment of MM. Descambos Brothers, manufac-
turers of tissues, 92, Rue Hautefeuille, As for his
uncle, who formerly had sent him the celebrated por-
trait as a memento, Bouvard did not even know his
residence, and expected nothing more from him.
Fifteen hundred francs a year and his salary as copy-
ing-clerk enabled him every evening to take a nap at
a coflee-house. Thus their meeting had the impor-
tance of an adventure. They were at once drawn
together by secret fibres. Besides, how can we ex-
plain sympathies? Why does a certain peculiarity, a
certain imperfection, indifferent or hateful in one per-
son, prove a fascination in another? That which we
call the thunderbolt is true as regards all the passions.